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fountains which are to be seen side by side in every
station, inscribed respectively : " Water for Hin-
dus " and " Water for Mahometans." Both taps
are fed from the same water-pipe which passes
behind them, and it is obvious to all and sundry
that the water they are drinking comes from the
same source. Yet no Hindu or Mahometan is ever
known to drink at the " wrong " fountain. One
day I asked David, my new servant, a convert to
Catholicism, which of the two fountains he pat-
ronized. " But, Master," he answered in a scan-
dalized tone, " I one time Hindu ! How could I
drink Mahometan's water ? "

What with the crowd of people dawdling on the
platform and the general exodus of passengers who
afterwards rejoin the train, what with the shouts, the
cheerful bustle and confusion, such journeys give the
traveller a quaint impression that he is taking part
in an official tour, and at every station the City
Fathers and their townsfolk are turning out in force
to wish him welcome.

A FEAST OF COLOURS
When towards noon we reached Rajpura the busy
scene on the platform of the little station suddenly
brought to my mind the kaleidoscopic brilliance of
a Rajputana crowd, such was the diversity and
wealth of colour in the costumes. Gone were the
dingy white caps of Gandhi's followers, the ugly
pomaded coiffures of Young India, the dull decorum
of European coats. Here again I could rejoice my
eye with red and orange saris, embroidered shoes,
and handsome bright-hued turbans. The grey
monotony of British India lay behind me ; once
more I plunged into the seething many-coloured life